standing when I saw the glow of a pipe in the blackness
near tie trees. I went towards it.

'Good evening, Herr Heinberget.5

'Good evening.'

'Would you care for a game of Russian billiards?'

There was a shower of sparks as he tapped the pipe
on the side of the chair.

'No, thank you.'

For some unaccountable reason my heart began to beat
faster. Words and phrases were rising to my lips. I had
an overwhelming desire to blurt out my suspicions of
him there and then, denounce him, this man here sitting
in the darkness, this invisible spy. 'Thief! Spy!' I wanted
to shout the words at him. I felt myself trembling. I
opened my mouth and my lips moved. Then, suddenly,
a match spluttered and flared, and I saw his face, thin
and drawn in the yellow light, curiously dramatic.

He raised the match to the bowl of his pipe and drew
the flame into it. The match flamed twice and went out.
The glowing bowl moved in a gesture.

'Why not sit down, Herr Vadassy? There is a chair
there.'

And, indeed, I was standing gaping at him like a fool
I sat down, feeling as if I had only just escaped being
run over by a fast car, and that it was the driver's skill
rather than my own agility that had saved me. For sheer
want of something to say I asked him if he had
heard about the English couple and the incident on the
beach.

'Yes, I have heard of it.' He paused. 'It is said that the
Englishman is unbalanced.'

'Do you think that is true?'

'Not necessarily. The real question is just how far he

109